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ANOTHER SPRING 

BY JOSEPH ANDREW GALAHAD 

I'm glad you made me live again; 
And woke the blood within my veins, 
Just as the sap at April rains 
Starts upward in the tree. 
I'm glad you struck the spark again 
And fanned it into leaping fire : 
I thought all semblance of desire 
Had long since died in me. 

I don't expect you'll understand 
Just what it means to watch Life go — 
To watch your pulse beat running low — 
Ah, that is bitter learning! 
I don't suppose you'll understand 
How Life could be all irony, 
And Death could play a melody 
To set your heart strings yearning. 

But I had watched these things so long 
Before you came to walk my way; 
I scarce believed, to hear you say, 
That fire ever came from ash. 
And I had felt these things so long, 
That when you promised you would bring 
Me once again the light of Spring, 
I smiled and thought your promise rash. 

But I am glad that I was wrong, 
Since you fulfilled the vow you made. 
Before — I faced Death unafraid 
Because I thought it was my lot. 
And I am glad that I was wrong. 
I still look unafraid at Death — 
But there is vigor in my breath. 
I thought I was half dead — 
I see I'm not! 



